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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
Title taken from Yehuda Amichai's poem "Huleikat," translated from the Hebrew. 


Some place beyond 3:00am, his day crashed at an end and Joe Elliott tumbled into bed. Tumbled being the 
operative word. Sheets and pillows tangled between his legs and arms, smelling of sweat and skin, he'd tumbled 
into bed, clothes and shoes still on, and dropped to sleep only to be woken by the man down the street mowing 
the lawn. Mowing at this ruddy time in the morning? Binkin' neighbours with their need to have Britain’ s spottest, 


green lawn He'd cursed as he stuffed his head under one of his pillows, and that's when he caught sight of the 
clock: 4:00pm. 


4:00pm. Dragging in air, Joe rolled to the edge of his mattress. What sounded like a hoard of tiny marbles 
rolled out of bed as he shifted. The light in the room itched in his eyes, as he rubbed them harder and harder 
each time, squinting at the windows. The lawn mower louder with each rub. The ruddy noise is in stereo. The 
noise was a problem. A problem, he was sure, most of his neighbours suffered as well. Hell, he'd tell the man 
to stop mowing so bloody loud as soon as he brushed his teeth. That's when he swung his leg out from the 
tangle of sheets, and stepped on it. Vomit. An entire pool of vomit, stemming from his bed to the corner of 


the room to the door, and trailing to his bathroom. 


Joe didn't remember so much vomit. He didn't remember vomiting by his bed. Christ. He didn't remember, 


period. 
4:00pm. 
*** 


"Ding, ding! Cheeseburger, cheeseburger!" Rick Allen swung, body leaning into his one arm, from the counter of 
the fast food restaurant, a spastic smile coiling from his lips as he rung the tiny bell by the cashier, grinning 
at his own joke. 


Phil Collen stood behind him, gazing up with that concentrated look one gets when one is reading a menu he 
knows must be the same in every burger joint from New York to Cambodia, yet seems strange and difficult in 


all its choices. 


Rick Savage, wearing huge, brown shades and not quite awake yet, leaned forward and nudged Phil in the 
shoulder, solving his problem. "Chicken tenders," he said, and laughed as Phil shot him an ‘no animals will be 


eaten by this guitarist’ look, and continued to survey the menu. 


It was a quick stop, like one of those pit stops NASCAR racers take, in Jacksonville. A chance for the band to 
refuel, stretch their legs, and then slide back on the bus and on to the next state. Peter Mensch, cigarette in 
hand and smooth against the early morning chill, paced outside by the tour bus, sipping from a cup of coffee, 


Cliff Burnstein sitting a few steps to his left. 


Joe, slow to move to the ordering line, took his time as he slid past the other people in the restaurant, 
newspaper in hand. There was an article on vintage clothing someplace in the middle of the paper, on those 
pages about art and fashion no one hardly pays attention to. He just wished he could find it. His thumb was 
getting black from all the flipping. His tongue slid over his lip as he looked over at where the rest of his band 
stood, Sav still trying to help Phil decide on what to order for breakfast and now Rick pointing at the kids’ 
menu, gesturing that it brought some toy. 


From the corner of his eye, he caught sight of the one missing person, the one Joe knew wouldn't be ordering 
anything. Steve Clark. Sitting on one of the back tables, Steve waited for his order to arrive, which hadn't been 
much, just water and fries. His head lay cradled on his arms, those long arms draped over the table and 


extending to the floor, fingers fanning open and close, open and close, eyes darting towards the ceiling. Grinning. 


The other people in the restaurant weren't musicians, and weren't on tour, weren't anybody, just people on 
their way to jobs as teachers or building guards or office secretaries. Joe could feel them press into him, 
even as he took his time trying not to touch them as he slid across the poles that define the service line. One 
of them, a man with a long face and an insignia that read ‘bus driver' stared at him for a long time, then 


looked away. Joe would bother to say good morning, but he knew he'd sound strange. He'd been sounding 


strange for a while now. 


"Here's Joe," Rick said, coming down from the counter and grinning. "He'll solve your problem, Phil" Sav and Phil 


turned to face Joe as he finally reached them. "What should he order, mate?" 


Joe stopped, staring at Phil for a long time, then up at the menu as it stretched towards the ceiling, and 
suddenly, every chicken and cole slaw featured on it took to skipping and skipping and crashing against the mash 
potatoes. 


Solve his problem. Solve problem. 
That was it, wasn't it? Joe knew everything. He could solve everyone's problems. 


* eK 


The nurse had laid a pen on his lap by the papers that escalated to a pile that Dr. Uscian had given him. "Mr. 
Elliott," she said, "It's just a few forms, for a few days." 


In other rooms, other people stood with the same papers, listening to the sound of nurses and doctors roaming 
the hallways, and the sound of stretchers and doors closing. Some of them leaving the Detox Clinic, others 


coming in. 


Joe took a while to reach for the pen, lingering over the words on the paper. He was careful to read 
everything, to notice the details on the forms, careful to read even the tiny font and the brand names of the 
drugs. 


Steve Clark. 
Steve Clark sat on the other side of room, arms folded over his chest and staring at him. Just staring. 
"I'd be..2" Joe heard himself asking. 


"You'd be sitting in for Steve's mother and father, who can't be here, Joe.” It was the doctor who spoke, Dr. 
Uscian, a man over forty with eyes set and steady and with a slow, warm Welsch drawl which both let you 
know he cared and he could beat the red blood cells out of you. Joe took his time reading the next form, 
confidentiality and how no one outside the hospital and care centre should know the information being dealt 


with inside. "You don't have to," Dr. Uscian offered, but Joe knew this was just ritual. 


Don't have to. Don't want to. Joe felt his heartbeat against his ribs. What would this mean, that he'd sit in 
talks with Steve and hear Steve out and ask him questions, or that he'd stare as the doctor probed Steve with 
psychology? He didn't want to. Joe wanted to go home. What was he doing in this clinic with its detox sessions 
and alcoholics anonymous and IV needles? Joe wanted to leave the white rooms and the smell of tears mingled 


with urine samples. He wanted to down himself some nice whiskey, and slip into sleep. Wasn't there a football 


match tonight on the telly? 

"Mr. Elliott?" 

Joe shook his head. Steve was staring at him, from deep within hollow eyes so sunken and gaunt he could 
almost see the place where the lachrymal bone met with the zygomatic bone. The guitarist had swung one thin 
leq over the other, waiting. Joe could hear him talking, even if none of them were saying any words. 

"Right," Joe said at last, "Where do | sign?" 

"All of those, Joe," the doctor said, signalling to the pile of papers on Joe's lap. 

"All of these," Joe said, voice too thin, "and | become Steve's mum and da?" 


Steve grinned. 


Nothing more than a J and a hurried 0 and E, and the forms melted away into each other. Collating them as 
best as he could, Joe handed the papers to the doctor, standing up and jamming his hands into his pockets. 


"See you in next Monday, sir,” Dr. Uscian said, looking up at Joe, face calm, as if it were every day that friends 
stood in for fathers. "Mr. Clark will see you next Monday, too." He leaned forward to shake Joe's hand, warm 
and secure. How did doctors become this way, so secure and gentle even when they know their treatment is 


futile? 


"Sure," Joe said, and he headed towards the door, nodding at Steve. Running a slow hand down his jeans, he 
exited the room and headed towards the parking lot. 


Steve had grinned. 


* * * 


One minute. 60 heartbeats. 50 heartbeats. 

One minute. 45 heartbeats. One minute. 40 heartbeats. 
Too slow. For fuck sake's too slow. 

Hypocrite. Im a hypocrite. 

Arrest. His heart had gone into arrest. 


* * * 


" then there was that time me Dad wouldn't let me ride me bike down that one street with the red houses. 


Rather nasty place, too, with them attitudes and all, but it weren't the ends of the world, just some other 


ruddy street with runty, gamy kids just south of London, and not one of them Irish, so | thinks to myself they 
was Ok, and all, but nothing me mum and dad would like anyhow, being that their bikes weren't bought, like 
mine, but stolen -- cuz! saw them stealing them, | swear, but | didn't tell me dad none of it, but still he 
wouldn't let me ride into that street, and they had wicked, slanting downhill sidewalks, too, and those were the 


best and he done known it..." 


Joe shut the freezer with his foot as he cradled a beer and a slice of left over pizza, drawing Phil's face out 
of his sight for a second, then right back again. Their hotel rooms were connected through a hallway and the 
guitarist hadn't wasted any time clambering on over to Joe's room to sit on his tables and roam through his 
mini bar and switch on his television and talk and talk and talk, all the while watching Joe and, every now and 


then, letting him do some of the talking. 
"Isnt that funny?" 
Joe blinked, taking one bite of the cold pizza, and grimacing slightly. "What?" 


"How dads and moms tell you what to do, a lot?" Phil swung one arm back, grabbing a magazine from one of 


the night tables. "Even when you're old, mate, some parents." 


Joe sat across from Phil, inspecting the free coffees and candies the hotel left on the table. "Me mum called 
last night," Joe said. 


"Uh-uh? What'd she say?" 


"Not much. She misses us, misses me. Asked me where | was, and if | was wearing a blooming jacket. She'd 
heard on the news we'd gotten a blizzard. Told her that was Michigan, not Wisconsin. Then she startled 


rambling about some special she'd seen about some shelter rescuing animals from storms.” 


"Your mum's a case, Joe,” Phil said, flipping the remote on to his palm, then flipping it back again while 
switching the TV on. The local news came on. Then, a milk man explaining how a dairy company works. Some 


movie with Eddie Murphy. Local news, some cop had been shot. The weather report. 
"TV in these hotels sucks," Joe said, finishing his beer. "I've noticed that." 


‘Its not a tour unless we've got rotten Tv," Phil finished, settling back on the milkman and a long line of bottles 
of milk now parading under mechanical udders. "Sav's going out tonight. The chauffer says he'll take us down to 
some nightclubs he's been raving on. Says they're the best in town. Prettiest ladies in Wisconsin. You fancy a 
go?" 


Joe set his beer down. Milk bottles slid down conveyer belts and into boxes, all white and precious. Some kid 


came on, slurping from a bottle he took from the kind of fridge you only see in commercials. Phil was whistling. 


"Nah," Joe said, "not tonight" 


"Too cold for ya?" Phil said. "| hear they've got what warms you out in them clubs." 
Joe finished his beer. "I'll pass, Phil" 


The blond guitarist got up, knowing there was no use in trying to change his lead singer's mind. He made ready 
to get back to his room, not before he swung into a quick, yet dead-on imitation of Mick Ronson and pretended 
to play his guitar and presented it to Joe so he could kiss it as David Bowie would, as they've been doing for 
the last few years, him and Joe, friends without the need of much words. Joe pretended to give Phil's invisible 
guitar a blowjob, and smiled up at Phil. 


"Don't let the milk flow blow your mind," Phil said as he bounced on down the hall and into his room, and out 


into the night. 


Joe sat and watched as his figure became smaller and smaller each time, listening to Phil's voice as it echoed 
through the walls, and inside the empty can 


* eK 


The tourniquet bit into his flesh, a crude, plastic band, but he pulled harder, until he could feel everything in 
that arm stand up, gorge, and vibrate. Brachial artery. His hands trembled, but he pulled on tighter, and 
somehow the needle didn't spill before time, and he didn't flinch when it pierced his skin and the rush ripped 
through his blood vessels. 

Joe slid his head back on to the toilet seat, shutting his eyes as he let the tourniquet slip off his arm, and the 
needle slid out from his grasp and into the tiles. The blue tiles racing across each other and into the curtains 


of the hotel room's shower. The milkman still on TV. 


* eK 


"You fix things. Settle things. You know everything. That's just how you are, mate, you fix problems. You solve 
things." 


Steve sitting on a lawn chair. The clinic's yard stretching in the sunshine. 
Do R 

* * 

"He wouldn't let me... 


"Your Dad didn't let you go to the auto fair because he thought you were not behaving?" 


Dr. Uscian sat, notebook and clipboard in hand, across the room. Joe sat across from Steve, who sat facing 
him, arms across his chest, a cigarette lingering from his lips, serene. The room was empty otherwise, except 
for the nurse who sat taking notes and observing across the room. White walls loomed around them, and the 


conversations were forced. 


Joe couldn't help but twist his fingers, wondering how long until the session was over. They'd had so many of 
these he knew were they were all headed, as if he'd written the script. Dr. Uscian would ask Steve to tell Joe 
-- to tell his father -- how he felt, anything he felt he'd not said to the man. Steve would start slow. Joe 
would sit, staring kindly, and would ask Steve to continue, would say that he was listening. Steve would then 
start to ramble, and Dr. Uscian would ask him to ramble, and Joe would sit and listen to the ramble, and then 
Steve would start to cry, and ask to be taken back to his room. And Joe knew Steve wanted a drink Heck, he 


wanted one himself. Today was more of the same. 


"My dad was strange that way, doc," Steve said and he cast Joe a smirk and both of them smiled stiffly. The 


clock couldn't move faster. 
"Tell me about Rock, Steve," Dr. Uscian said. "Did your father like it?" 


The question made Joe sit straighter on his seat. He watched Steve stiffen, and for a moment, he considered 
telling the doctor to ask some other question. He'd known Steve for a long time, knew how many nights the 
guitarist sat on one couch or another, bickering about his dad and Rock. Joe wished Dr. Uscian would just bloat 


Steve up with pills and cure alcoholism the old fashioned way. 


| was good, a good guitarist." Steve said, keeping his eyes on the cigarette he rolled between his thumb and 
index fingers. "He wanted me to be the best" 


Joe drew in a breath. He'd heard this before. He'd met Mr. Clark at after show parties, heard the man speak. 
Sometimes, Joe wondered if Mr. Clark had anything but criticism in his brain. He couldn't imagine what it felt 
like to have such a father, when his own showed nothing but pride whenever Joe spoke about his band. Joe 


could not help thinking that, maybe, Steve hated him for having such a father. 
Joe really needed a drink. 


But, Steve was looking at him. Joe braced himself, digging in his fingers inside his shoes, but Steve was grinning. 
Slowly, that grin widened and Joe could see Steve's teeth, and he couldn't help but return that smile. 


"| found mates, doc," Steve said, "and they like my playing." Steve's eyes shifted to the doctor, his hands two 
fists over his knees, then back at Joe. "Def Leppard, doc." He wasn't moving, just looking at Joe, "It's everything 


to me." 


* eK 


He'd been weeping. Then. In the closet. Shut inside, doors locked firmly with a hanger. He'd jammed a hanger in 


between the doors, but Joe didn't remember shoving the metal hanger anywhere. He couldn't remember 
anything. Just feel. Feel his body trembling, his knees shaking, his arms gripping those knees so they would stop 
shaking, and those arms joining his chest and his teeth and his head and every inch on him cold and shaking, 


and the tears that wouldn't stop, and Rick Allen had lost an arm. 


Joe couldn't take it. He'd have to see it at some point, he'd have to walk into that hospital room and face Rick, 
talk to him, throw some joke at him, and then pretend he wasn't staring at the place where his arm used to 


be. Pretend he didn't feel sorry. That he weren't crying. 
Then. 


A sob escaped him, and he grit his teeth so he could swallow it back into him, but it didn't work. All he felt 
coming in was his hair, the many stringy, yellowish and browning bits sopped with saliva and mucus plastered 


on his cheeks and lips. He wiped his face, and leaned into the clothes inside the closet. 
Then, it was Rick outside the closet, knocking on its door. "Joe?" Silence. "Joe?" 


He wanted the drummer to leave him alone. How did he know where he'd been? He shoved his face into the 


cardigan sweater next to his shoulder, never mind that he couldn't place just who owned it. 


‘Mutts downstairs,” Rick went on, voice slightly tense, but continuing because, Joe figured, he'd started already 
and it would be too awkward to just walk on out when you've heard someone sobbing inside some closet. Joe 
stiffened, lying limply against the sweater. In some closet. What the fuck was he doing crying inside some 
closet? "Mutts got a cassette with him, some of the tracks we wanted more work on" Pause and a stiff 


giggle. "Bit of my drumming.” 


Mutt Lange. Music. His music. He needed to get his ass off from the floor and down to talk to Mutt. hit the 
recording studio, finish some of those tracks that weren't working. Write new lyrics. Joe's hands lay limp 
before him, as he in took another breath. And Steve? Did Mutt bring some of Steve's guitar pieces? Joe shut 
his eyes, as he felt new tears slide down his nose and a new sob raked through his throat. Why couldn't he 
stop crying? 


"I think Mutt really likes that one track about the getting rocked." Rick outside the closet. He'd forgotten he 


was still there. 


His arm shook. Then, he winced and shut his eyes. Rick had opened the closet, and stood staring down at him. 
The drummer's eyes searched his, tracing every part of his body silently. Then came to rest on Joe's hands, 


and then on Joe's nose. 


Slowly, Rick came down to his knees, one hand reaching out to caress Joe's face, softly, over his cheeks and 
drawing away the matted hair, then coming to his nose, slowly wiping away the white power still lingering at 
odd intervals at the tip of his nose. "Joe.." Rick said quietly, and waited until their eyes met. "It's not your 
fault..." 


* * * 


But, it was. It was Joe's fault the busses and planes hadn't left on time, and had missed the schedule from 
Toronto to Nova Scotia, then from Dallas to Maine, and who the fuck designed the schedule with Canadian and 
American dates jumping left to right as if the band owned their own private plane? Led Zeppelin and The 
Starship could pull those crazy flights and out of time departures, but not Def Leppard. 


It was Joe's fault the menu didn't have vegetarian meals, and that the luggage compartments weren't big 
enough for bass guitar cases, and that the weather didn't agree with the clothes they wore because he'd 
forgotten to check the weather bureau. It was all his fault, every inch of a moment spent in those airports, 
checking in late to hotels and missing out on the pool and the floating bars within the pool which closed at 
1:00pm, and the continental breakfasts. 


"Can we start the tour again?" he'd heard Sav complain as they finally lumbered into their rooms in Montana. 
"Maybe on time, so we can check in on time?" When the bassist discovered his hairbrush lay missing, that was 
Joe's fault too. 


But, mostly, it was Joe's fault whenever they reached a new state and he would remember that Steve and 
him needed to check in at the local clinic for a check-up and a session, just as they'd promised Dr. Uscian, just 
as both of them signed papers and more papers as they exited the hospital -- and he would forget. "Not 
cured yet, Mr. Clark. Don't take it lightly. Be careful," the nurse had said, just as they zippered the last of 
Steve's bags. 


"We can take care, Mrs. Burden," Steve replied, casting Joe a look mixed with a grin, and Joe slung Steve's 


backpack across his shoulder, glad to be done with another week's session, glad to be heading out on tour. 


Joe was only too glad to dump the alcoholism brochures some nurse kept giving him every time he exited the 


clinic into the nearest trash bin as both of them headed towards his car. 


"Place can drive you insane, now can't it?" Steve lit up a cigarette as he climbed into Joe's car, squinting at the 


distance. 


Keys in ignition, Joe pulled on some dark shades, not looking at the clinic. "I'm not in it, and l'm going insane," he 


muttered. Backing out, he flipped radio stations, settling on one playing Rush. 


Steve slid into the seat, eyes half closed, and stared out into the world. Relieved, Joe thought, relieved to be 
out of that place. 


Just as they reached the front gates, an ambulance crossed into the hospital grounds. "There goes another 


sucker," Steve muttered. 


Joe turned up the volume on Rush. 


He turned up the volume on the T. Rex record spinning as it filled the hotel room with music, just as it was 
filled with incense and the musky smell of marijuana, and the cigarette smoke and the sweet scent of sweaty 
bodies and sex. Marc Bolan sung above the voices and the shrill, random laughs of the women and men lying 


around the couches and the beds, or slung on the carpet. 


Steve, cradling a bottle of Jack Daniel's, lay on the couch next to him, half naked as well. Across the hall, in his 
own room, Phil and Rick were watching television as Sav took turns between both rooms, every now and then 
telling the sleepy crowd laid all over Joe's bedroom carpet how the movie Phil and Rick were watching was 
doing. And it was Joe's fault that the film wasn't any good. Just as it was his fault when Steve turned to him, 
liquor dripping down his lips and on to his breasts and singing, ".. you slide so good, with bones so fair... Girl, I'm 
just a Jeepster for your love." And Joe sang along, too, as he set up his next hit of coke and took another sip 


of whiskey. 


"Don't pass out, mate," Steve warned him, reaching over to twist his nipples, which made Joe send a burst of 


whiskey on to himself, and they both started laughing. 


"Aw, don't tell me." Sav by the bedroom door. "Don't you tell me that bird is going to marry that bloke after 
all. What kind ‘a movie is this?" 


Joe and Steve burst out laughing, watching as Sav pursed his lips and wrung his hands over his wild, curly 
hair, stomping out towards Phil's room swinging his bony hips, as Rick yelled out, "She did marry him, Savvy!" 


It was Joe's fault when Steve slid back on to the couch, mouth gaping open and saliva sliding on down his neck, 
not even aware of the moment Joe left the couch, clutching his stomach, doubling over and retching, headed 
towards his bed and vomiting until there was no strength left to vomit with. 

* * 


Phil watched him. Joe knew Phil watched him. He wished he'd stop that. 


"Peter's taking us out tonight," he said. Another hotel room stretched before them, with its night tables and 
curtains and TV. "Rick wants to see the southern side of the city." 


Joe focused on the stack of papers before him, on the last word he'd written. Lyrics. He wanted to work on 
lyrics. 


"You ducking out, Joe?" Phil was staring too hard now. Noticing. Noticing how Joe's hands shook. 


"If we don't got lyrics," Joe answered, "we don't got a record. That's a problem, Phil. A big problem." 


Phil sat up, headed to the door. 
"You fix that problem, Joe” 

* * * 

Youre supposed to sit and listen Just take it 

"Fuck you" 

Steve had spit at him. 

Joe sat, unflinching. It wasnt him Steve was spitting at. It was at his father. He tried telling himself that. 
"Why?" Joe responded, as he'd done over the last weeks. But, he sat there, listening, unmoving. 


"You could've told me why you didn't want me dating Luarahn Pearse, who mind you, had her eyes set on me 


and not Padraic and yet, no, you didn't want me seeing the likes of her. Too Irish you said." 


Steve wasn't sitting on his chair, slumped as usual, or eyes half-closed in a state of cool. Steve was standing, 
pacing the room, eyes wide open, flinging fingers at Joe, teeth grit. "What was it about her, huh, da’? | know. 
She liked my music, that she did. She came to see me perform at the shows, heard me playing even in my 


sleep. But, you didn't want that for me, someone liking something | did so much." 


Joe flinched as Steve jabbed a finger at him. "But, guess what, da'? | did see her. | fucked her, da'-- behind 


your back, and we were laughing, laughing at ya-—" 
"How did that make you feel?" Dr. Uscian, sitting across from both of them, asked. 


"Great!" Steve said, mixed in with laughter. He spun about and grinned at Joe, baring his teeth. "I felt great, and 
| still do. Stupid old man, you never wanted me to have anybody." 


Joe flinched. Steve had come too near, hair ripping into his face, as the guitarist spun about in the fantasy 
confrontation the doctor wanted him to have, but that Joe could not penetrate. He couldn't see into where 
Steve was, all he saw was his guitarist standing a few feet from him, spinning wildly and cursing and foaming 
at a father Joe was supposed to be, getting riled and riled, and screaming and blaming. 

Where was all this going? 

Dr. Uscian tapped his notebook slowly. "ls that why you started drinking, Mr. Clark?" 


For a moment, the room went silent. Steve stopped spinning, just stopped moving. Joe held in his breath, and he 
felt himself grip his hands over his lap. Steve was looking at him, and slowly raised a finger to point at him. 


"Him," he said in a voice so deep and so full of anger it buffeted Joe with one, sharp blow. "I drink because of 


him. 
xX 


‘Its not you, love," the nurse repeated as Joe gathered his things at the front desk. "It weren't you he was 
referring to. He sees his father when he looks at you." 


Pausing for a moment, Joe stared at her. 
‘It's pretend, Joe," Nurse Burden said. 


Silence. "I'm supposed to write him, what, letters?" He shoved his hands on his pockets, and squinted at the 
lights. Outside, he could see the outside just past the doors of the hospital. A little kid skipped out on the tiles, 


outside. 


"Yes," the nurse said, "Three letters a week. Let him know how you feel, how you think he's made progress. Let 


him know you care." 


Progress. Joe thinned his lips, skipping a bit on the heels of his boots. God, he could go for a smoke right now, 
or a few kisses with that girl he'd met last night at the bar. She'd let him have her phone number. 


"What do | sign those as, the letters? As his dad?" 


The nurse didn't blink, fingers firm on her clip board and the few blood laboratory bottles in her hand. "As 
yourself, Mr. Elliott. You sign those as yourself” 


* * * 


Rick was whistling. Whistling and his foot was on that pedal he used to balance his weight on the floor, and the 
pedal was whirring. Whirr. Whirr. Whistle. Whistle. Whirr. Joe couldn't think. Rick was humming. Whistle. Whirr. 
Joe couldn't Humm. think Di-dum. Phil was polishing his guitar, removing each string carefully, and humming. 
Freewill, Rush. Still humming. Joe grit his teeth. The strings sploiunging. Sploiung. Sploiung. Sav breathing. Not 
saying anything. Just breathing. Breathe. Breathe. Humm. Whirr. Sploiung. Whistle. Whirr. Joe couldn't think. 


The paper before him wavered, the words fading in and out. He couldn't read. What was he writing? No, he 
wasn't writing. He was reading the lyrics he'd been writing, about some girl named Heaven. Or had he been 
writing Steve? 


Rick and Phil and Sav breathing. Rick and Phil and Sav humming. Whirr. Whistle. Sploiung. Humm. Breathe. 


Joe grit his teeth. "Could all of you just shut up?!" 


It took him a moment, but Phil blinked and stared at Joe blankly. "What? Us, we're not talking, mate." 


He couldn't think. He didn't care about the angry or the confused faces he left behind, Joe slammed the lyrics 
he'd been writing, and stormed out of the room. He needed to get away. He needed a drink 


Dear Steve: 
Wait for me. 


* * ¥ 

"No!" Slamming his fist in the console, Joe frowned down at Sav, who stood with his earphones and bass in 
hand. The studio went silent. The bassist frowned, but tried to remain cool. Who cared that he'd been playing 
the same lines for three solid hours? 


"Another take, Joe?" he complained. "What am | doing wrong?" 


Joe wrung his hands over his face, and hit the playback Sav bit his lip, listening to the bass lines boom in the 
studio. He couldn't see anything wrong with them. 


‘Its the strings, you need to make them vibrate less," Joe said, voice tense. 
"Less vibration? There's hardly any!" 


"Screw that, | hear it, so it's there." The console chair creaked as Joe sat down angrily. Behind him, Rick 


exchanged a look with Phil, who sat frowning, and wondering if Mutt would ever return from his coffee break 


"If he's pissed at Sav," Rick whispered, "I can't begin to imagine how pissed he'll be at my one armed mess of 


drumming...” 
"Shh," Phil whispered back, "Least we face the wrath." 


"Let's do it again," Joe said. Sav sighed and prepared himself to play his part. Just as he hit the third note, he 
flinched as Joe stopped the recording. "You did it again!" Joe screamed. 


"Joe, | don't know what I'm doing wrong! Not really." 


"Bollocks! I've done told you. Too much vibrato. Your bloody fingers aren't doing what they're supposed to be 


doing! You're making me waste my fucking time!" 


It was Sav's turn to be angry, as he ripped off his earphones and shot Joe a nasty frown. "Now wait a 
minute," he shouted, "You're the one wanting to do all these takes. l'm playing the notes we wrote, and | can't 


take down any more vibrato, as you call it, because there isn't any in there in the first place!" 


Joe slammed his body down on his chair. "Its junk What you're playing is junk!" 


"I wrote it!" Sav hurled his earphones at a nearby music stand. "I wrote those notes. How can you call them 
junk" 


Phil couldn't take it anymore. Beside him, Rick's one arm gripped his pant each time harder. "Maybe we should 
give Sav a bit of a break, Joe," he said. "He's been at it for hours, mate. Let's work on some other part-- the 


guitar bits. Let's work on the guitar bits." 


"The guitar bits?" Joe spun on his chair, eyes little else than slits. "The guitar bits? What guitar bits? Steve's 


useless in some clinic! There are no guitar bits!" 


Rick drew back into the wall, shutting his eyes, but Phil moved on closer to Joe, meeting his eyes. "The guitar 
bits | wrote!" But Joe didn't let him finish. He shoved his way out of the console and stormed outside the room. 


Phil watched him half-shove Mutt as the man came back into the room, a puzzled frown on his face. 
"What was that?" Mutt asked. Rick looked away. Phil slammed his fist on the console chair. 


* eK 


Oh, Godl 

Don't touch him. Leave him be. 

Space! Space, give him space! 

Is he dying? Is he fucking dying? 

Let him be. Get away. 

An ambulance is coming. 

Where was he? Where did you find him? 
Oh, Godl 


Closet h the closet We found hm inside the bloody closet. 


His heart's not beating! 
Let him be! 


* ** 
Phil found him just where he knew he'd be, in the bathroom. Joe couldn't storm out of the room, because Phil 
was blocking the door, and just watch hm try and mess with this bulldog “What was that all about?" Phil said, 


arms folded over his chest. 


"Leave me alone," Joe spat. 


"Load of good that'll do for us, eh?" Phil narrowed his eyes. "None. You mind explaining to me why you spent 
the last three hours obsessing over some bass lines, and why you just forgot that | write guitar parts too?" 


If Joe ran and pushed Phil against the wall, he might slip and then he could get out the door. Not have to listen 
to him, or watch his eyes searching his face. He sighed. "Let me leak in the Loo, and it'll pass..." 


"No, it won't pass." Phil's voice rose sternly. "It won't pass. It hasn't been passing for the last months, Joe. You 


think | don't know, that | don't see you? You must be daft--" 
"Leave me alone, Phillip." 


"What? So you can run and hide on some closet, or lock yourself out on some bathroom and get yourself so 


high or so drunk you can't remember anything? How's that gonna solve anything?" 
"You're one to talk," Joe spat. 
"At least I'm not the one pumping myself crazy!" 


Phil hated himself for saying it, as he watched Joe's face fall and his eyes harden. "I've seen you, Joe. Rick's 


told me. You're killing yourself." 
Joe held his breath, could feel his fingernails digging into his palm. Blood. There would be blood. 
Phil's voice dropped so low it didn't feel real when he spoke, "He's killing you." 


"Fuck it!" Joe yelled, and he hurled the bathroom's tissue box at Phil. "Someone's got to do it, someone's got to 


care, someone's gotta help him. | care. | care, Phil." 


He was so close now, so close to Phil he was spitting at him, but Phil didn't flinch. "You don't know what it's 
like, up there, in there. But, someone's gotta go see him, be there for him, help him. Listen to him! Someone's 


gotta care." 
"What about you?" Phil said. "Who cares about you?" 


Shutting his eyes, Joe spun around, tears welling his eyes, and rushed into one of the bathroom stalls, and 
gripped its toilet paper dispenser, and pulled. "He's my friend!" And ripped it from the wall. "| want my friend 
back! | want him out of clinics and out of drugs and out of my mind!" 


Phil closed his eyes as Joe slip but rushed into the next stall and ripped the next toilet paper dispenser, toilet 
paper flying everywhere, the plastic crashing against the wall. "| want my friend back! | want Steve back! | want 


him out of there!" Joe slipped and landed by the toilet seat, sobbing. "Out of my mind! Out of my mind!" 


Phil heard himself sob finally, his tears rushing down into his lips, hot and terrible, as they joined Joe's sobs, 
watching him sink by the toilet seat, tears gushing down red cheeks. But, still, he reached out towards Joe, 
kneeling down beside him. "You can't fix him, Joe," Phil said quietly. He swallowed his tears, and gripped Joe by 


the shoulders. "You can't, Joe." 


"| know.. | know.." Joe buried his face into Phil's jacket, knocking his forehead against him, and Phil didn't know 
what to do anymore, except hold him and try to calm his rocking body, but he soon didn't have to do anything 
as he watched as Mutt Lange stepped into the bathroom stall, pushing Phil gently out of the way, and cradled 
Joe's body. 


Phil drew away, as Joe collapsed into Mutts body, the man combing back his hair gently. Standing by the door, 


Rick and Sav stood in silence. 


* eK 


Joe watched as Steve pulled the blue covers the clinic gave all of their patients over his chest, just where he 
wanted. He waited until the guitarist was comfortable, and settled. "Can't wait to hear what you guys been up 
to in the studio," Steve said, flicking on the Tv above his bed and proceeding to ignore it. "I bet there's nothing 
left of the original songs we started with." 


"I think you'll like it," Joe said He drew his chair closer to Steve's bed. 


Steve's eyes seemed devoid of light, just staring at him from the caverns of his sockets. Joe shut his eyes, 
resting his face on top of Steve's covers, cheeks against his body. 


"| read your letters," Steve whispered. 

Funny thing to mention now. Joe could feel himself sink to his knees, his eyelids closing from exhaustion. So 
tired, he was so tired. When he got home tonight, Phil, Sav and Rick would be waiting. He wondered how they 
would manage to keep him awake to see the football match they planned on seeing. But, he'd manage. He needed 
to buy some crisps as soon as he left the hospital. But that would be later. Steve was looking at him now, 


breathing out the words he spoke. 


"Thank you, for writing," Steve said. He lay a hand on his hair, frail and thin, but firm. Joe smiled, and Steve's 


face broke into a grin 
"l'm gonna get out of here, no, Joe?" 


Silence. Joe reached out to comb back Steve's hair, a touch so soft, so full of the cool, resting places in the 
dark. It seemed forever before Joe spoke. "We'll be waiting." 


The machines hissed and sighed. Steve thinned his lips. 


‘Its not so easy," he said. 


"No," Joe answered. Their eyes locked and, in that moment, they both remained silent. Ignoring the foot steps 
outside, the ambulances out front, the trays with pills and bad food, and all of the crying. Everything so silent. 


The door creaked open. "Time to let Mr. Clark sleep," Nurse Burden said. 

"He's coming," Steve said, grinning. 

Joe cleared his throat and turned to go, gathering his leather jacket, and shoving his hands into his pocket. He 
could use a smoke right about now, and a long bath. He'd have those, when he got home. Nurse Burden smiled 
at him as he reached the door. 


"He'll be back tomorrow," Steve said. 


For a moment, Joe hesitated by the door. He could hear the machines and the breathing, and smell the drugs 


and the sweat and the medicine and the alcohol. He shut his eyes for a moment. 


"Yes," he said. "I'll be back. Tomorrow." 
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